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CHAPTER I. 


WHY NICK DECIDED TO TRAP DOC HELSTONE. 


Nick Carter strolled up Highth avenue toward Forty- 

second street. He was on the west side of the avenue, 
and as he passed Nathan Lusker’s jewelry store, he 
_ noticed that the “regulator” indicated just midnight. 
; Fe The sight of Lusker’s place reminded Nick of the mys- 
of ferious Doc Helstone whose gang of burglars had cleaned 
i ént that very shop within the past week. At least, the 
robber¥ had been charged to them, and Nick had no doubt 
that they had done it. 

Nick had been asked to break up this gang which had 
baffled some of the best men of Inspector McLaughlin’s 
staff. A proposition had been made to him that day, and 
he had promised an answer on the morrow. 

Probably he would have decided to refuse the job, for 
he had no end of work on hand; but, as he strolled up 
the avenue on that September night, an adventure was 
waiting for him which was to alter his purpose, and set 
him upon the track of a remarkable scoundrel. 

Lusker’s place, it will be remembered, is nearly in the 
middle of a block. As Nick turned his eyes away from 
the window, he noticed, on, the street corner beyond a 
group of about a dozen men and women. 

There was nothing unusual about them except that they 
were all looking one way. Their attention had evidently 
been strongly attracted by something which was taking 
place on the side street, to the westward. 

Suddenly they all hurried in that direction. 
sons, attracted by this movement, joined in it. 

All whom Nick could see were hastening toward this 
center of interest—all, except one man, who was walking 
the other way. 


Other per- 


This man came out of the street wherein the crowd was| 


gathering, and turned up the avenue. Nick saw him for 
only a moment, and at a considerable distance, but he 
remembered him. 

When Niek came to the street corner, he saw, about 
forty yards from the avenue, a considerable crowd, upon 
the down-town side. He quickly made his way to the 
midst of it. 

There he saw a young man kneeling on the sidewalk, 
and supporting upon his arm the head of a woman. 

The man seemed considerably agitated. The woman’s 
face, indistinct in the dim light, was white and rigid. 

“Do you know this woman?” asked Nick, quickly, of the 
young man, after he had cast a single glance upon the 
unconscious figure. 

“No; I never saw her before.” 

“Do you know a tall man with a light brown beard 
parted in the middle, a dark suit of——” 

“Why, that’s the man who has gone to ring for an 
ambulance,” was the reply. ‘‘This lady was with him 
when she was taken sick.” 


| “Then it was that man—— 


Nick did not wait to hear any more. He slipped 
through the crowd like an eel, and darted away. 

He was on the track of the man whom he had seen 
Lee away from the spot to which everybody else 
was hurrying: 

The avenne was brightly lighted, but the man was not 
in sight. By rapid clever work, Nick traced him to 
Forty-first street, where he had entered a carriage. 

A hackman, who had seen this, did not remember ever 
ta have seen the carriage or the driver or the passenger 
before. 


| 


“Was the man looking about for a carriage when you 
first saw him?” asked Nick. 

“No; he knew where to find one,” was the reply. 

“Did he give any directions to the driver ?” 

“He held up his hand in 4 queer sort of way, and the 
driver nodded. Nothing was said.” 

Evidently the carriage had been waiting, and the coach- 
man and the passengers knew each other well. They 
would be harder tu trace on that account. 

For the moment Nick gave up the chase. 
to the crowd around the unconscious woman. 

She still lay where Nick had last seen her. 
man had come, and had rung for an ambulance. 

The young man who had been supporting the woman’s 
head had relinquished his burden, and just as Nick came 
up he was edging away through the crowd. He seemed 
to desire to escape further observation. 

Nick touched him on the arm, and the young man fiead 
about. 


He returned 


A police- 


‘‘Don’t try to get away,” said the detective. “You 
won’t help matters by that.” 

*“Why shouldn’t I go away?” 

‘‘Because,” said Nick, calmly, “ 
cion toward yourself.” 

“Suspicion! Suspicion of what?” ‘ 

“Murder,” replied the detective. in a low, steady voice. 

This sinister word produced a tremendous effect upon 
the young man. But. he came out of it in a way which 
showed that he had plenty of nerve. . 

Nick had drawn him into a door-way, and the two were 
almost unebserved. 


you will direct suspi- 


“Look here,” said the young man, “I’m no fool, and I 
begin to see that somethnig is wrong here. But when it 
comes to murder, I don’t believe you’re right. That lady 
isn’t very sick.” 

“She isn’t sick at all,” said Nick ; 

“Wounded !” 

‘Ves. I saw at a glance that she was suffering from a 
blow with a sharp-pointed instrument. She has been 
stabbed, probably, with a stiletto.” 


” 


“she’s wounded.” 


“Hither that man or yourself,” said Nick, interrupting. 
“One or both of you are concerned in this affair.” 

“But I swear by all that I hold sacred that I never set 
eyes on the woman before this evening. I was passing 
along the street when I saw her ahead of me. 

“The man whom I described to vou had just overtaken 
iher, and they were talking. At that moment a drunken 
man pushed violently against me. I looked around. He 
lurched away. 


“Then I turned toward Highth avenue again, and at 


that moment IL saw the woman fall into the man’s arms, 


I didn’t see him stab her, and IJ didn’t 
I ran up to offer assistance, and he 


with a low cry. 
|}see any weapon. 
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said: ‘This lady isill. Take her for a moment while I 
summon assistance. I will ring for an ambulance. It 
will be the quickest way to get a doctor.’ 

“I took the woman out of his arms because I couldn’t | 
let her fall on the sidewalk. He burried away. Yov 
know the -rest. 

“Now, then, I maintain that you have no right to, 
detain me. I’m going home.” 

“Do you suppose that you cculd do so, even if I con- 
sented? I tell you that a detective has his eye on you 
at this moment though you do not see him. Do you think 
that policeman would have been stupid enough to let you 
get away if he hadn’t known that somebody was on 
hand to look out for you 3?” 

“And who are you ?” 

“Tm a man who may believe in your innocence and 

~ help you to prove it, if your conduct justifies it.” 

The young man looked at Nick as if he meditated rate 
ing a break for liberty, but something in the detective’s 
glance restrained him. The stronger mind prevailed. 

“What would you advise me to do?” he asked. 

“Go back and stand near the policeman,” said Nick. 
“Be on hand when the ambulance surgeon makes his ex- 


i amination. 
aes “You will be taken to the police station. When you 
a get there tell your story as you’ve told it to me. If 


ae 


(tel 


there’s anything else, save it till you see me again. 
What is your name?” 
‘‘Austin L. Reeves. 


| wait for it. 


I live at ninety-two, West Thirty- 
bag ninth street.” 
| ama ‘Very well. Here comes the ambulance.” 
woman had received the injury, her condition bad not 
changed in the least. Nick had felt certain that the 
night was so warm that no harm would result from her 
Dt remaining outdoors. Otherwise he would have taken her 
oe to a drug store or into one of the houses. 

q i The others, expecting the ambulance every minute, and 
failing to perceive the real nature of the woman’s 
_trouble, had not thought of doing anything. | 
~ ‘When the ambulance surgeon bent over her, he saw at: 
-once that she was suffering from a serious stab wound. | 

Not a drop of blood was visible which showed that the'| 
12 Same weapon uséd must have been as fine as a needle. 
The surgeon whispered a word in the ear of the police- 
i “aman, who instantly whistled for assistance. Then, by | 
Nick’ s-erder, he placed young Reeves under arrest, and 
tookhim to the station-house. 

The other ofticar who had responded to the whistle 
tried to secure witnesses. He could find nobody. 

Nick, a thousand times more skillful, had been engagcd 
in that search for some minutes, but when the ambulance 
rolled away with the wounded woman init, he had not | 
succeeded in finding a single person who could throw any, 
light upon the matter. 


had spoken, but, accepting Reeves’ story as true, the sup- 
posed drunkard was doubtless a pal of the murderer, and 
was there to distract the attention of any person who 
might be likely to interfere. 

The blinder the case the more anxious Nick was to fol- 
low it up. He saw in it one of the most fascinating mur- 
der mysteries which he had ever encountered. 


ito himself. 
Though fully twenty minutes had elapsed since the| take the contract to trap Doc Helstone’s Gang.” 


alarm. 


It was probable that at the hospital something would be 
learned which would be of value, but Nick could not 
There is nothing like following a trail when 
it is warm; and so Nick stuck to the ground. | 

After about an hour’s hard work, his efforts were re- 
warded. By this time the rumor that the case was a mur- 
der had begun to spread in the precinct. 

The local detectives were out on it, and they dropped a 
word here and there which was taken up and borne along. 

In the course of Nick’s search he worked along the 
cross-town street toward Ninth avenue, finding out what 
every person knew. 

At last, Just in the door-way of one of the large apart- 
ment-houses he found aman and woman talking about 
the case. Both of them were known to the police. 

The man was a hardened young rascal, not long out of 
the penitentiary. The woman was known as ‘Crazy 
Mag,” though she was not really insane. 

She was somewhat intoxicated, and was talking loudly. 
Nick entered the hall, and pretended to be looking fora 
name on the bell-rack. 

“Shut up, Mag,” he heard the young tough whisper, 
‘You'll get yourself into trouble.” 

**What’s the matter with you?” she exclaimed, roughly. 
‘‘I saw the woman come out of No. 349. Why shouldn’t 
I say so?” 

“T’ll tell you why,” said her seein. ‘‘Because 
that woman was put out of the way by Doc Helstone’s 
Gang, and if you talk too much you’ll follow her.” 

“TI shouldn’t be surprised if you were right,” said Nick, 
“At any rate this clew settles one thing: I 


¢ 


CHAPTER II. 
MR. AND MRS. MORTON PARKS, 


It was about four o’clock in the morning when Nick 
,and Superintendent Byrnes sat down together in the lat- 
ter’s house to discuss the events of the night. What had 
happened in the meantime the reader will hear in Nick’s 
own words. 

He had rapidly described the events with which the 
reader is familiar, and had come to the scene in the hall. 

“T went directly to No. 349.” Nick proceeded, “and 
there I found evidence which convinced me that Hel- 
stone’s Gang had made the house its headquarters. 

‘IT got no information from the people in the house. 


,|They only knew that a ‘club’ of some kind had hired one 


of the upper apartments. 
‘‘Of course if was empty. The gang had taken the 
But I saw the work of Helstone’s carpenter. 
“You remember that when the central office men ar- 
rived just too late at Helstone’s place on Hast Tenth street, 


they found the rooms full of concealed panels and secret 

Apparently nobody but Reeves had seen the woman. 
pass along the street, or had noticed the man who over- bee seen in New York. 
took her. | | 


To be sure there was the drunken man, of whom Reeves rooms were entirely deserted. 


cupboards—the cleverest things of the kind that had ever 


“Well, there was the same work over here, but the 
The gang had got away. 
The last man hadn’t been gone an hour.” 

“Can that be proved 2” 

‘‘T could swear to it, said Nick, smiling. “There is run- 
ning water in one of the rooms. Under, the faucet was a 
pewter drinking cup. ‘ 
“The faucet leaked. The cup was very nearly full. 
“The dropping water filled this little bottle in one min- 


4 


ute and ten seconds. The bottle holds the hundredth part 
ofa pint. The cup holds half a pint. Therefore, the leak- 
ing water would fill it in fifty-eight seconds. So some- 
body set that cup under the faucet less than an hour be- 
fore J arrived.” 

‘‘Upon my word, Nick,” said the superintendent, “you 
can make a clock out of anything.” 

“Dropping water isa first-rate time-piece,” Nick re- 
plied. ‘“That’s why I had this bottle made.” 

“Except the joiner work, was there anything in the 
rooms to show that Helstone had occupied them ?” 

“No, but it’s pretty well known in the district now. 
That’s the peculiar thing about Helstone. He always 
knows just when to flit. 

“Before he goes, nobody knows anything about him. 
Ten minutes later, everybody knows.” 

“But nobody has ever seen Helstone himself.” 

“No; the inspector has got descriptions of some of his 
men, but there is no description of Helstone. He’s really 
only a rumor, a mysterious influence guiding the move- 
ments of those ruffians.” 

“Well,” said the superintendent, after a pause, ‘‘what 
did you do next?” 

“T went to the hospital.” 

“Ts the woman dead?” 

“She lies unconscious, and will probably die. Her 
clothing bears no marks by which she can be identified. 
She may prove to be a mystery.” 

‘““How was she dressed ?” 

“A rather ordinary gray dress, with a simple hat to 
match. Her underclothing was unusually fine.” 

‘In the nature of a disguise,” said the superintendent. 
“A rich woman who wished to seem poor.” 

‘“Perhaps ; but here’s the g:‘reat point which makés the} 
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Helstone is game worthy of your skill, but you’ll bag. 
him.” 


At nine o’clock on that morning Nick was in Inspector 
McLaughlin’s office. 

He held in his hand the five diamonds which had been 
taken from the wounded woman’s pocket. 

“These four stones,” said the inspector, “will be hard 
to identify. The big one should find its rightful owner 
easily.” 

He had no sooner spoken the words than Nathan 
Lusker was announced. He came to see whether the dia- 
monds were a part of his stolen stock. 

Lusker failed to identify them. His description did not 
fit the large jewel ut all. This stone was cut in a peculiar 
manner, 80 that its owner should be able to describe it 
in a way to settle all doubt.: 

When Lusker had departed, an East Side jeweler 
called. He had no better fortune. The stones were evi- 
dently not his. 

Then a card was brought in by an officer. 

“Morton H. Parks,” the inspector read. 
jeweler. Bring him in.” 

Mr. Parks entered immediately. He was a fine-looking 
man of middle age, with the face of a scholar. 

He wore neither beard nor mustache, allowing his hand- 
some features to be the better seen. 

“T called to examine some jewels,” he said. “They- 
were, I understand, found last night in the possession of 
an unfortunate woman—a thief—who was stabbed by 
some of her accomplices.” ; 

“Well, as to that I wouldn’t speak positively.” said the 
inspector, “but we have five diamonds here, and I don’t 
doubt that they were stolen.” 

“T have reason to think,” replied Mr. Parks, “that the 
larger of them was stolen from my residence.” 


“Tle’s not a 


He proceeded at once to describe the stone, and he had | 
not spoken a dozen words before the inspector was con- . 


vinced that the owner of the diamond had appeared. : 
One ‘of the smaller stones he also described very 
closely, and he expressed the opinion that all of them 
were his. 
“They were stulen on the night of August 8,” said he. 


case extraordinary and seems to connect the woman with “A burglar took the entire contents of my wife’s jewel 


Helstone : 

“In a pocket of her dress were five loose diamonds. 
Four of them were ordinary stones worth about four hun- 
dred dollars apiece. 

“The fifth was a splendid gem of the first water. 
worth over five thousand dollars.” 

“Looks as if she was a member of the gang, and was 
trying to get away with some of the plunder.” 

‘Tt certainly has that appearance.” — 

“What did you do with the jewels?” asked the superin- 
tendent, after a pause. 

“IT sent them to headquarters, and furnished a descrip- 
tion of them to the papers. Probably the last editions of 
some of them will have the description.” 

The superintendent nodded. — 

‘*Yes,” he said, we want the stones identified as soon as 
possible.” 

“And also the woman,” Nick added. 

“What is her description ?” 

“Age thirty, medium height, weighs about one hun- 
dred and thirty pounds, hazel eyes, very abundant hair, 
of a peculiar bronze hue. regular features, and, in gen- 
eral, unusual personal beauty. There are no distinguish- 
ing marks.” 

‘‘Looks like a cultivated woman?” 

“Decidedly.” 

“Where is the wound ?” 

“Tn the back. 
it grazed the spine, and there are signs that paralysis 
will follow, endiag, of course, in death.” 

“You’ve decided to take charge of the case, Nick?” 

“T have.” 

“Good. You have informed Inspector McLaughlin 2” 

“ Qertainly.” 

“There’s nothing that I can do” 

“T think not, thank you.” 

“Then I'll get back to bed. Good luck to you, Nick. 


It is 


The dagger did not touch the heart, but, 


casket.” 

“What else did he take?” asked Nick. 

Mr. Parks seemed to be much embarrassed. 

‘“ Nothing else,” he replied, at last, “except some money 
which was in my pocket-book.” 

“What was your total loss?” 

“Tn excess of thirty thousand dollars.” 

“Why did you not report your loss to the police?” 

The visitor tried to speak, but his voice stuek in his 
throat. He seemed to be suffering great mental distress. 

“Was it because you suspected some member of your 
family ?” 

Mr. Parks bowed his head in assent. 
effort, he recovered his self-command. 

“Tam ashamed to confess,” he said, ‘‘that I did at first 
suspect my nephew who lived with us. Itis dreadful to 
think of it, but circumstances pointed to him. Iam re- 
joiced to find that I was wholly wrong, and that the rob- 
bery was done by an organized gang of burglars.” 

“Your identification of the large diamond,” said the 
inspector, “satisfies me that you are the owner. Yet, 
on account of its value in money, and its value to us as 
a clew, I wish to be doubly certain. Is there any way in 
which you can strengthen the identification ” 

“Yes, indeed,” replied Parks, “my Wife knows the 
stones as wellasI. You see the large diamond was the 
pendant of a necklace. The smaller ones, I believe, were 
in rings belonging to her, though, of course, I cannot be 
sure now that the settings have been removed.” 

“Ts Mrs. Parks at home?” 


Then, with an 


‘“‘No; she isin Stamford, Conn. She -went there yester- 
day morning upon a visit. I have telegraphed her tq 
return.” : 


“Have you received any answer?” asked Nick. 

“T did not expect any. She would certainly come.” 

At this moment there was a knock at the door. 

A telegram was brought in. It was addressed to Mr. 
Parks, and had reached his house after he left. 
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The butler, knowing where he had gone, had sent itj‘‘and I wished to ask whether I might take my wife to 


after him. my house.” 
He tore it open. “The surgeon can answer you,” said the inspector, 
“From Stamford,” he said, and then his face grew| pointing to a white-bearded and venerable man, who at 
white. that moment approached the cot. 
“Merciful Heaven!” he cried. ‘‘Gentlemen, my wife] ‘‘Then the police will offer no objection,” said Parks. 
has not been to Stamford.” “Certainly not.” 


‘“Have you her picture?” asked Nick. Parks at once turned to the surgeon and besought per- 
For answer Parks drew out his watch and opened the/| mission to take his wife home at once. 
back of the case with a trembling hand. He then held! ‘It is impossible,” said the surgeon. 
the picture it contained before Nick’s eyes. "Why ?” 
“Mr. Parks,” said Nick, ‘‘tell me the truth. Was it] ‘‘Because the patient could not endure the removal.” 
your nephew whom you suspected of that robbery or——”| ‘‘Is these any hope?” 
“My wife? Yes; may heaven pity and forgive her! It; ‘‘There is a faint hope.” 


was my wife.” “Thank God for that.” " 
“Will you go to her?” “Tn a few minutes we shall make another examinatio 
“Can it be true !” of the wound. An operation may be necessary to remove 


‘She lies in Bellevue Hospital, at the point of death.” |a splinter of bone. After that she must be kept perfectly 
Morton Parks sauk into a chair and wept like a child. | quiet.” . 
“Will you not allow me to see her ?” 
ree ‘We cannot prevent you, but it would endanger her 


life.” 
CHAPTER III. Parks bowed his head. 
‘“At least I can secure her a separate room,” he said. 
THE PATIENT IN BELLEVUE. "es, ”? 


‘‘And I can send a nurse to assist the regular hospital 
When Mr. Parks had regained his self-command Nick | attendants.” 
asked him how it happened he had had no suspicions on | “You may.” ; 
reading the description of the wounded woman, in the, “ You will send tor me if she becomes conscious?” 
morning papers. ‘“Yes; and now I must ask you to withdraw. I think 
“Read that,” he said, thrusting a paper into Nick’s|it much better that you should do so.” 


, hands, ‘‘does that describe her ?” Without making any protest against this decree, Parks 
‘Tt is all wrong,” said Nick. again knelt beside his wife and kissed her. Then he 
“And that picture ?” slowly walked out of the ward. 

“Itis a purefake. There has been no opportunity of| The surgeon beckoned toa nurse. Then ke and Inspec- 
getting a picture of her.” tor McLaughlin went into a small adjoining room. 


“The description and the picture caught my eye before| “Why did you do that, Nick?” asked the inspector, 
I read about the diamonds. Therefore I never thought of | when they were alone. Rina cae 
my previous suspicions of my wife, except to be thankful| Nick was removing the disguise in which he had ap- 
that they had been proved groundless. peared as the surgeon. 

‘“Why did you suspect her at first?” “For two reasons,” he replied. ‘“‘The first is that Mrs. 

‘In one word, because it seemed utterly impossible| Parks really ought not to be moved. Butif Parks had 
that anybody else should have done it. The theory of | been told so less firmly he might have insisted. 
burglars would not hold water. One of my servants had| “My second reason for keeping her here is that while 
been ill, and had been about the house with a light almost|she will almost certainly die, she will, perhaps, have a, 


all night, and had seen nothing of robbers.” few minutes of consciousness. We must know what she 

“Did you tell the servants of your loss?” says.” 

“No; I questioned them without letting them know “That is true.” 
anything unusual had happened.” ‘And Park would naturally conceal it.” 

‘‘They have been the guilty ones.” ‘““He would, since it would .be a confession tending to 

Parks shook his head. degrade her.” __ 

“T watched them all. They were honest. Then I| Nick said nothing. _ : 
learned that my wife speculated in stocks. There are; ‘*You can’t blame him for wanting to keep this affair 
more women stock gamblers in New York than most peo-| quiet,” continued the inspector. 
ple could be made to believe. “Tt is only natural; but we must hear what she has te 


‘“‘She had wasted her private fortune, and had got all) say if she is ever able to speak rationally. We must do 
the money she could from me. Heaven knows that I did | it in common justice.” 
not begrudge it: I only asked for her confidence, but she} ‘‘Justice to her?” 
would not give it to me.” ‘‘No;: to the young man whom we hold under arrest.” 

“How about the nephew?” “Reeves?” 

“Out of the question entirely. He was not in the} “The same.” _ 
house. He was in a sleeping-car bound for Boston. I| “He ought easily to be able to clear himself, if he is 
only mentioned him to you because I could think of no/| innocent.” \ ‘ - 
other way to avoid mentioning my wife.” “On the contrary, he will find it very hard. 

“ And now, gentlemen, do not detain me any longer. I; ‘‘Well, you know best, Nick. Of course U have not had 
have recovered from the first shock of this dreadful news.;a chance to study the case as you have. What will be 
I must go to her. Guilty or innocent, she is my wife, and | the difficulty ?” 

Isvill protect and help herso long as she has need of| “Lack of witnesses.” 


me.” “That seems incredible.” 

All three went at once to Bellevue Hospital. ‘Tt is true. By chance that.scene upon the street 
When they stood beside the motionless and death-like ; seems to have been wholly unobserved. : : 
figure, the grief of the husband was pitiful to see. “Reeves is found with this wounded woman in his 
‘He knelt by the bed, and taking his wife’s hand gently arms. We have only his word to explain how he came by 
in his, he kissed it. ‘her. A coroner’s jury would certainly hold him.” 

The patient occupied a cot in the accident ward. Sev-| ‘‘What do you think?” 


eral other injured persons were there. “It is possible that he isin the plot. He may have 
Parks turned to ask Nick whether his wife could be expected to escape. In fact he came near succeeding.” 


removed from the hospital, but Nick had vanished. “You saw the other man—the fellow with the brown 
Inspector McLaughlin could not tell where he had beard.” : 
Se a, : “T had a glimpse of him, but I know nothing that con- 


‘‘He seems to be directing everything,” said. Parks, nects him with the crime.” 
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“You're right, Nick. Reeves is in a tighter place than 
I had supposed.” 

“But one word from this woman can certainly save 
him. | propose that we shall hear that word.” 

“Well, Nick. take your own course. What I want is to 
See this crime fastened upon Helstone, and then to see 
you run that villain to earth.” 

‘As to the connection of this crime with that gang—— 
Ah, here is Chick.” 

The door opened at that moment and Nick’s famous 
assistant entered. Even the inspector, who had seen) 
him in many disguises, would not have known him but 
for Nick’s words. 

‘““Well, Chick,” said his cnief. 

“Crazy Mag is our only direct witness sa far,” said 
Chick. ‘“Sheis the only person who can testify that the 
woman came out of that house.” 

‘‘Did anybody see her go in ?” 

‘‘No; that was where I had trouble. It seemed impos- 
sible that she should have got in without being seen. 

“T found a lot of people who ought to have seen her, 
but not one of them remembered her. At last, however, I 
struck the clew. 

‘‘Helstone’s Gang had a secret entrance. They had 
rooms also in a rear building. To get into that house they 
passed through an alley from the street above. 

“No. 349 and this rear building are connected by an 
iron bridge intended as a fire-escape for the latter. 

“Their use of this bridge had begun. to be noticed, and 
this was probably one of the reasons why they had to 
skip. 

“At any rate I’m convinced that the woman entered 
that way. She could have done it all right, whereas the 
other entrance was under somebody’s observation almost 
all the evening.” 

“Do you feel sure that she went tothe rooms of the 
Helstone Gang?” 

‘‘Yes. The house is tenanted by respectable people. 
They all say that they did not see her, and I believe 
them.” 

“Ts there any trace of the man with the brown beard ?' 

“He has been seenin the neighborhood, but ne 
remembers anything about him. Itis going to be nearly 
impossible to trace him.” 

‘*T don’t mean to trace him,” said Nick. 

“What!” exclaimed the inspector. 

“That’s the state of the case,” Nick rejoined. ‘‘You 


icould do no more. 


won’t find me camping on the trail of that fellow any 
more.” 

“What will you do?” 

**TLook here, inspector, your men have been after Hel- 
stone for some time, haven’t they ?” 

*“Certainly.” 

‘And they haven’t caught him?” 

‘*EKqually true. I’m serry to say.” 

“Well, then, I think it is time to quit going after him.’ 

“What do you mean?” 

“T’m going ahead of him.” 

**You are?” 

“Yes; no detective can go to him, it’s time to make him 
come to the detective.” 

‘*How’ll you do that?” 

“Tl set a trap.” 

TAC tYape 

‘*Yes, a mouse-trap.” 

‘*For Doc Helstone 2?” 

“Hor his whole gang. You know the old-fashioned 
mMouse-traps with loops of wire and springs. The mice 
put in their heads, snap go the springs, and the loops of 
wire catch them around the necks. 

“It’s an ingenious contrivance, and I’m going to make 
one. When it goes off, Doc Helstone will be in it.” 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE TRAINED NURSE. 


Nick would not say anything more about his mouse- 
trap at that time. 


ee SES TIENT 
‘“Wait,” said he to the inspector. ‘‘When I am all 
ready you shall hear from me.” 

With this reply the inspector said that he was satis- 
ified. He returned to headquarters. 

Nick and Chick left the hospital together, but they 
soon’separated. -Chick resumed his search for clews in 
he neighborhood of the Helstone Gang’s last haunt, and 
Nick, presumably, went to prepare his mouse-trap. 

Not long after they left the hospital, Dr. 
Morris, the well-known expert in the surgery of wounds, 
called to offer his services inthe Parks’ case. He had 
been engaged by Mr. Parks. 


His opinion was the same as that of the hospital sur- 
geons, that death would almost certainly result. Yet 
everything was done which could strengthen the faint 
chance in the wounded woman’s favor. 

About three o’clock in the afternoon a pale, dark-haired 
woman of middle age arrived, and announced herself as 
the trained nurse engaged by Mr. Parks. 

She presented his card on which was written the re- 
quest that she be allowed to attend the:\wounded woman, 

She was permitted to do so, and showed at once to the 
surgeon’s experienced eye, that she understood most thor- 
oughly the care of the sick. 

.An operation, to clear the wound, had just been per- 
formed, and the bandages had been replaced. Surgery 
The work of the trained nurse began. 

For about an hour she’ remained almost motionless by 
the bedside of the patient. During this interval one of 
the hospital nurses entered the room several times. 

There was no change in the condition of the patient. 
But a change was to come. 


The regular attendant had gone out after her fourth 
visit. The nurse suddenly rose and listened at the door. 
All was quiet. 

She approached the patient stealthily, then paused and 
listened again. Not a sound broke the solemn quiet of 
this abode of the suffering. 

The nurse drew back the bed-clothing and looked in- 
»| tently at the bandage. Then she stretched out her hand, 
made a rapid motion, and replaced the clothing. 

Seating herself again beside the bed, the nurse waited 
quietly. Presently there was a change in the appearance 
of the white face on the pillow. 

A flush tinged the cheeks and crept up toward the brow. 


The patient who had hitherto lain quiet as a statue - 


began to move restlessly and murmured in her swoon. 
“Fever,” muttered the nurse. “ Will she speak 2?” 
Rising gently the nurse laid her ear closely to the lips 
of the moaning woman. 
words. 


The delirium increased. Now the words began to come, 
but they were wild and wandering. 

‘Will she answer me?” whispered the nurse. 
yet.” 

She waited some minutes longer. 
over the sufferer. 

“Who did this? 
over and over. 

“ Helstone, Helstone,” murmured the dying woman. 

“Tell me, quick. What is his real name, his real 
name ?” 

There was no answer. 
the nurse turned away for an instant from the patient 
whom she was so barbarously torturing. 

Then she screamed. It was not a loud cry, but a 
scream stifled by suddenly closed lips. . 

She had turned to meet the gaze of sharp eyes which, 
for some minutes, had rested upon her, though she was 
far from suspecting that she was observed. 

Nick Carter had crept quietly into the room. | 

As the faithless nurse fell back before him, he quickly 
lifted the patient, and gently replaced the bandages. 
Then, by the touch of a bell, he summoned a surgeon. 

‘‘The patient seems worse,” said Nick. ‘‘I discovered 
that her bandage had become displaced.” 

“Didn’t you notice it?” asked the surgeon, sharply, of 
the nurse. 

“No; I didn’t,” replied the woman. 

She had recovered a part of her self-command upon 


“Not 
Then again she bent 


Who did this?” the nurse repeated 


Reginald | 


She could hear no articulate ~ 


With a gesture of impatience | 


~ murderess.” 
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finding that Nick did not intend to expose her imme- him, or rather to be able to find him when you wish to. 


diately. 

“I can’t trust her with you again,” said the surgeon. 

He summoned a nurse from the adjacent ward. 

As he passed Nick, he whispered : 

‘‘Is there anything wrong here.” 

“I’m afraid that there is,” Nick replied. 

The detective turned to the unfaithful nurse. 

“Come with me,” he said. 

She obeyed him without a word. 

He led her to the private room of one of the surgeons 
which had been placed at his disposal. 

“ Now, murderess,” said he, sternly, “tell me who sent 
you to do this work.” 

“What work?” 


“Don’t trifle with me. 
neck.” 

“No, there isn’t,” said the woman, coolly. “I was em-' 
ployed to come here and attend that patient. I did it as 
well as I knew how.” 

Nick could not deny to himself the force of her words. 
He had not seen her remove the bandage. He could not 
swear that she had done so. It might have been done by 
the sick woman herself. 

A nurse cannot be prosecuted for an error of judgment 
unless it amounts to criminal carelessness. 

It might be doubtful whether, in this case, Nick could 
prove to the satisfaction of a jury that this woman in- 
tended to kill the patient left in her charge. 

He was far too skillful, however, to show the weakness 
of his position, 

“Somebody stabbed that woman. 
hired you to come here. 

“When I lay my hand upon the man who struck the 
blow, I will prove you to be his-accomplice, for I will 


There is a noose around your 


That same person 


. show that he hired you to come here.” 


The woman grew a shade paler, but she answered, 
firmly : 

*I was engaged by Mr. Parks himself. He came to my 
apartment about two o’clock this afternoon. [ brought 
his card with a note written upon it to the hospital.” 

“Did you have any acquaintance with him ?” 

ae No. eh) . 

“Why did he come to you?” 

“He was advised to come.” 

“By whom ?” 

‘Several physicians, be said.” 

“Their names.” 

‘I have forgotten.” 

“Did he not say that he knew you for a woman who 
would do what was required of you, and make no fuss 
about it?” 

‘‘What do you mean?” 


“Were you not recommended to him by crooks, as a 


‘“You insult me.” 

The woman said this in a firm voice, but not with the 
air of innocence. 

Nick, of course, had no doubt of her guilt. In these 
questions, he was simply trying to test the strength of 
her position. 

“What did he agree to pay you?” 

“The tsual fee.” 

‘*How much money have you at the present moment in 
your possession?” 

This question staggered her. Nick saw at once by her 
manner that the enormous fee she had exacted for this 
murderous work was then in her pocket or concealed 
somewhere about her clothing. 

She hesitated to reply. 

“Don’t go to the trouble of lying,” said Nick. 
have you searched anyway. 

“Now, madame, let me lay the case before you. You 
believe that that woman was stabbed by the notorious 
criminal, Doe Helstone, or by his order. 

“You think that she possesses the secret of Helstone’s 
real identity. You tried to extort his real name from 
her, in her delirium and agony, fiend that you are. 

“You believe that the person who hired you was Doc 
Hetstone himself, and you wish to get anew hold upon 


“T shail 


That’s your case in a nutshell.” 

Hardened as this creature was, she shook with fear 
while the secrets of her heart were being read by Nick’s 
unetrring eye. 

What reply she would have made cannot be told, but 

{her demeanor was enough for Nick. He saw that he had 
penetrated the secret. 

But what was the effect of it upon the case? 

As he revolved this question in his mind, and the 
wretched woman strove to frame some suitable reply to 
his accusation there was a knock at the door. 

Morton Parks entered, and with him was a woman who 
seemed to be a nurse. 

: When the eyes of the murderous creature, with whom 
Nick had been talking, fell upon Pars, they were barren 
of recognition. 

Nick saw at once that she did not know him. 

“What do I hear?” cried Parks. “An impostor has 
appeared claiming to be the nurse sent by me to my 
wife !” 

“It is true,” said Nick. 

The murderess scowled at these words. 
Parks. 

‘“Who is he?” she asked. 

“ He is,” said Nick. 

“Then I have been imposed upon,” said the woman, 
sullenly. 

It required some minutes for Nick to explain the case 
fully to Parks. Then he asked to see the card bearing 
his name and the note. 

Nick showed it. 

‘“This is really one of my cards.” said Parks, ‘‘but the 
writing bears no resemblance to mine.” 

He sat down by the table and rapidly wrote the words 
of the message upon a card which he took from his 
pocket. 

There was no similarity between the two hands. 

“Here is the nurse whom I really engaged,” said 
Parks, indicating the woman who had accompanied him. 
*‘She is well knownin the hospital. Asfor you, mur- 
deress——” 

His emotion, which he had hitherto repressed, broke out 
in violent reproaches as he turned upon the ereature who 
had so nearly crushed his wife’s last chance of life. 

She bore the storm firmly, and repeated her story that 
she had come in good faith, and had done the best she 
could. 

Nick, however, put her under arrest, and took her to 
police headquarters. 

There, under his rigid cross-examination, her pretenses 
melted away. She practically admitted what was charged 
against her. 

Most imporant of all was the description which she 
gave of the man who had hired her. 

It tallied exactly with the appearance of the man whom 
Nick had seen walking away from the spot where the 
crime had been committed. 


She pointed to 


“Is he the real Parks?” 


CHAPTER V. 
THE PLAN OF THE MOUSE TRAP. 


“It is time the trap was set.” 

So said Nick to Inspector McLaughlin. 

It was early in the evening. Nick had just finished his 
cross-examination of the nurse. 

‘‘VWery well, Nick; set it,” was the inspector’s reply. 

“T am waiting for Chick. When I hear from him I will 
know just where it should be set.” 

“Then all is ready, for here comes Chick.” 

Indeed Chick appeared at that very moment. 

‘“‘Benton is your man,” said he. 

‘‘Not Hllis Benton?” asked the inspector, quickly. 

“That’s he.” 

“Has that crook set up in business again?” 

“No doubt of it. I have been in his place this after- 
noon,” said Chick. 
Perhaps the reader does not know Ellis Benton so well 


_ Bets out himself.” 
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as the three persons who were present on the occasion, 


described. 


Therefore, it may be necessary to explain that Benton, 
is an Englishman, about fifty years old, who has been 


notorious at various times, as a receiver of stolen goods. 

He is undoubtedly one of the sharpest rascals in his 
line of business, and has made a great deal of money dis- 
honestly. It does not do him inuch good, however, for 
he plays faro all the time and never wihs. 

His enormous losses at the game make him all the 
more daring and grasping. His success in disposing of 
stolen jewels is especially remarkable. 

“I’ve been in his place,” said Chick, “and I’ve learned 
that he has important business for to-night.” 

“ How did you find that out?” 

“T offered to bring him a lot of stuff at midnight. He 
wouldn’t hear of it. His answers to my questions made 
me sure that he has something big on hand.” 

‘What do you suspect?” asked the inspector. 

“1°11 tell you my opinion and my plan,” said Nick. 


“Vou know that Helstone’s Gang holds it plunder till it| 


5 


shifts its quarters. Then it turns loose upun some ‘fence. 

“When the gang was driven out of East Tenth street, 
you remember, its plunder was turned over to old man 
Abrahams.” 

‘“Yas,” said the inspector; ‘my men got a tremendous 
lot of it.” : 

“The stuff, you will remember,” said Nick, “was all 
turned in the night before Abrahams’ place was raided.” 

Ie 

“And Abrahams maintained that at least a dozen par- 
sons had brought it.” 

4b Yes. ” 

“Well, I conclude from that that Helstone’s Gang does 
not intrust its plunder to any one man. When it is to be 
disposed of the whole gang is present. 

“There’s no other way of understanding Abrahams’ 


storv which was as near the truth as anything he ever| 


said. It was all right except his descriptions of the men. 
They were drawn from his imagination.” 


“Yes, assented the inspector, “he was too shrewd to | 


put his customers in quod. 


“ Just so,” said Nick, ‘and now for my plan. I believe 


He may need them when he, 


that Helstone’s Gang is just on the point of disposing of, 


its plunder. 

‘‘None of Lusker’s stuff has shown up anywhere yet, 
nor Alterberg’s either. The gang still holds it. 

“But now that attention is directed to them they'll 
want to turn their swag into cash. Greenbacks are the 
things to have if sudden flight is necessary. Yes; some 
‘fence’ is going to get Helstone’s stuff very soon. 

“Now, in my opinion, Benton is the man they'll go 
to. Heis just the man fortbem. I’ve had Chick look 
over the field, and he agrees with me that there are ten 
ehances to one that Benton will get their plunder. 

‘“What I propose to do, therefore, is to capture Ben- 
ton’s place on the quiet. Not a whisper must be heard on 
the outside. 

‘When that is done I’ll wait in the old thief’s place. 
11] disguise myself as Benton, and receive his custom- 
ers.” 

“Very pretty,” said the inspector. 
game.” 

“We ought to get a good part of the gang.” 

“T think so, but you won’t get Helstone himself.” 

“Why not?” 

‘‘He’s too shrewd to put his head into the trap.” 

“T don’t agree with you.” 

‘*Well, Nick, I have perfect confidence in your skill. 
Go ahead. I hope Helstone will be among your mice, but 
I can’t think so.” 

“Inspector,” said Nick. quietly, ““when my trap is 
sprung, Doc Helstone’s neck will be pinched harder than 
that of any other mouse in it.” 

“Good. Do you want any men?” 

‘‘No; Chick and I will do the job.” 

“Where is Benton located?” 

“ At No. — Sixth avenue.” 

“Tn the rear?” 

od Yes.” 


“You'll bag a lot of 


|rower by about six inches. 


“- 


ies 
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‘‘T know the building. It runs back so far that it cuts 
{into the cross town lots.” 

“That’s it. There’s a little square vard just back of it. 
An alley runs from the yard to the street below, and 
there are other rear eutrances.” ; 

“With a sentry guarding each.” 

“No doubt of it.” 

“ And you’ve got to get in without alarming any one of 
them.” ; 

Nick nodded. 

‘‘Well, if it was anybody but you, Nick, I’d say it 
couldn’t be done. Of course we have sprung traps of that 
kind, but not when men like Benton were inside. Take 
care of yourselves, and if there’s any cutting or shoot- 
ing, let the other fellow get it. The community can spare 
Benton or any of his crew better than if can spare you 
two.” ‘ 

With this piece of good advice, the inspector wished 
Nick and Chick success, and they left the office. 

They walked along in the direction of the Bowery. 
Suddenly Chick said : 

“We are followed.” 

He spoke without moving his lips and his voice was 
like a ventriloquist’s. The whisper seemed to be at Nick’s 
ear, perfectly distinct. And yet a person on the other side 
of Chick could not have beard it. 

“So I percéive,” responded Nick, in the:same tone. 

Neither gave the faintest sign of having discovered the 
pursuer. 

He was an ordinary looking young man whom neither 
of the detectives remembered. 

‘‘He does it pretty well,” said Chick, after an instant’s 
pause. 

“Which of us is he after?” said Nick. 

“We must find out.” 

They paused on the corner of Houston street and the 
Bowery, and exchanged a few words. 

Then Chick went up the stairs to the elevated station, 
and Nick walked along the Bowery, northward. 

The shadow followed Nick, 2 

The detective was dressed on this occasion ina dark 
blue sack suit. He wore a soft hat, and carried over his 
arm a light-brown fall overcoat. 

Keeping fifty feet or more behind Nick, the shadow 
walked up the Bowery. Suddenly Nick turned sharply 
to the left and entered the swinging door of a saloon. ~ 

As it closed behind him, and betore he passed the main 
door, he passed his hand over his soft hat, and it took 
a wholly different snape. 

Then he turned the overcoat wrong-side out, and 
slipped it on. Instead of a handsome brown overcoat on 
his arm be now had a shabby black one on Fis back. 

This was done in less time than it takes to read about 
it, and witbout attracting the notice of the bartender 
or the two or three people in the saloon. 

At the same time Nick’s shoulders seemed to grow nar- 
His figure changed utterly, 
lost its erectness, and ifs athletic appearance. 

And his face—well, Nick Carter can do anything with 
his face. 

When the shadow entered the saloon, Nick was par- 
taking of the free lunch.. He seemed to stand in great 


The shadow looked at each of the people in the saloon, 


oth of it. 


and then hurried out by a side door. 

The positions were now reversed. Nick followed the 
shadow. 

On the street, the trailer tried desperately hard to get 
upon the scent again. Nick lounged on a corner and 
watched him, 

The detective knew that for alittle time the shadow 
would stick to the place where he had lost the trail. 

When at last the hopelessness of it dawned upon the 
young man, he struck off at a rapid pace up the Bowery. 

Nick kept him in sight. Thus the chase continued up to 
Kighth street. 

Here the stadow—now shadowed in his turn—walked 
up toacarriage that was standing beside the curb, and 
spoke a few words to somebody within 

Then the shadow passed along, and Nick followed for a 
little distance. 


As soon, however, as he could shield — 
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himself from the observation of the driver on that car- Lonek was the exact image of ‘‘Kid” Leary. Nick was 

riage, he dodged into a dark corner, and came out trans- Al Hardy the notorious second-story thief. 

formed. | “Pat Fowers wanted to take me in,” said Chick, indi- 
Nick wore now the semblance of the young man who cating a policeman who stood on the opposite corner. 

had attempted to follow him. The likeness might not!‘'He says thatif I tell any of the boys at the station 

have deceived the young man’s mother, but in the even-| about it, he’ll commit suicide.” 


ing and upon the street it seemed good enough to answer} “He doesn’t need to be ashamed of it,” said Nick, sur- 


Nick’s purpose. veying the perfect make-up of his friend. 

Thus disguised Nick returned hurriedly to the car, They walked over Twenty-eighth street to Seventh ave- 
riage. He was determined to get a sight of the person nue, and then down town until they were nearly opposite « 
within. the “fence” on Sixth avenue. 

The coachman made no sign of suspecting anything| Then Nick took one of the cross streets and Chick the 
was wrong. He sat like a statue on the box. other. Nick was to enter by the alley, and Chick from 


There was a deep shadow on the side of the carriage! the front. 
which Nick approached, for an electric lamp was onthe! Atthe mouth of the alley Nick encountered a negro 


opposite side of the street near the corner. -| whose face was as black as the darkness behind him. 
Nick went straight to the door and looked into the car-| “Heah you! Whar you goin’?” cried the negro, as 
riage. It was empty. | Nicktried to pass him. 
He put his head in to make sure. “Shut up, Pete,” said Nick, in a voice exactly like 


As he withdrew it again, the driver, with a sudden! Hardy’s. ‘Don’t you know me?” 
movement, leaned over from the box, and struck Nick a; “That you, Al Hardy? When did you get out?” 


tremendous blow on top of the head with a black-jack. “T haven’t been in, you black rascal.” 
The detective fell like a log, and the coachman, whip- ‘Yer ought to be.” 
ping up his horses, drove away rapidly. ‘‘Look here, Pete, I can’t stand here chinning with you 


all night. I want to see old man Benton.” 
ise pe “Yer can’t see him.” 
“Why not?” 
“He’s got pertic’ lar business to transact.” 


CHAPTER VI. “Come off, vou coon.” 
‘“‘Well, to tell ye the troof, Mr. Hardy, Mr. Benton 
IN THE MOUSE-TRAP. ain’t in this evenin’.” 


ty OU can ‘t give me any such steer as that. I know 
‘The man who first came to Nick’s assistance was Chick. | that he’s in.’ 
It may as well be said at once that Nick was not badly| “Go ahead,.then, if ye know so much,” said the negro. 
hurt. His hat was not exactly what it seemed to be. “Ye'll find I’ve been givin’ it to yer ee Every- 
One would have taken it to be soft felt. In reality it} thing is locked up.” 
was a better helmet than those which the knights of the; Nick had known that he could get by the sentinel. 


middle. ages wore. Benton could not keep people away by force. 

He had fallen under the blow because he believed that| That would make too much noise and attract too much 
course to be the best policy. attention. 

Somebody had planned to kill or at least disable’ him, But Nick knew equally well that it would do him no 
and he thought it wise to let that person suppose that he |good to get by unless he was welcome. The negro un- 
had succeeded. | questionably had some means of signaling to Benton. 

Chick carried him to a drug store with the aid of a| He was, of course, instructed to pass only those who 
policeman. ‘ |had the countersign or whose names had been given in 

An ambulance was summoned; Nick was put into it. advance. 


But when the ambulance reached the hospital there; For these Pete was to make a favorable signal, and 
was nobody inside it except the surgeon who winked to; they would get in all right. 


_the driver and went to his room. In thé case of others he would signal unfaverably and 
Nick and Chick presently met again. ihe would find “everything locked up.” 

“Dii you see the person who got out of that carriage?”| Understanding this perfectly well, Nick kept a watchful 

asked Nick. eye on the negro while passing him. He saw Pete back 


“T caught a glimpse of him,” Chick replied. ‘‘He was against the wall of the alley. 
atall man with a light-brown beard. Ihave nodoubt| Certainly there was some signaling apparatus there— 
he is the same man whom you saw last night.” probably an electric bell. 

“Then we've gained a point. We have worked down to In an instant Nick had the burly negro by the pica 
the man who is directing all these operations. Three; ‘‘Signal right.” he said, in a voice which showed that 


times he has appeared. . This settles it.” he meant it. “Signal right or this goes through your 
om other words,” said Chick, “ we have seen Doc Hel-| heart.” 

stone,’ Pete could feel a sharp point pressed against his breast, 
SB aACily It pricked him, and a few drops of blood began to flow. 
ze _ He isa ae rascal.” : He dared not struggle. He wasin mortal terror. The 

What. became of him ?” grip on his throat was choking him, and the knife was at 

“He executed one of the finest ‘disappearances that his heart. 

ever Lsaw. It was just at the moment when the coach- ~“Fo’ de lub er heaven, Mr. Hardy,” he gasped, as 


man’s club was over your head. I had to keep the coach- the pressure on his windpipe relaxed, “don’t cut me an’ 
man covered, and when I took my eyes off him, the other I’ll do what you say.” 
man had vanished.” “Wait a minute, Pete. Hear what I’ve got to say, 
“Tt’s of no consequence,” said Nick. “At present we before you do anything.” 
want him to be at large. We want to take his gang with! Nick’s hand left Pete’s throat; the dagger point was 
him in order to secure the evidence we need.” withdrawn, but before the trembling negro could take 
They walked a short distance in silence. Then Nick | advantage of his improved condition, he found himself 
said : | worse off than hefore. 
“Tmust go home to receive Ida’s report. At eleven He was handcuffed, and a pistol was thrust into his 
o’clock I will meet you at Twenty-eighth street and Sixth face. 
avenue. Then we will descend upon the ‘fence.’” - | “Now Pete, look Heres There’s a bell behind you. 
Nick heard the report of his clever voung assistant, “Ves; I thought so. Here itis in the space where this 
Ida Jones, and then proceeded at once to his rendezvous brick has been removed. 
with Chick. “Tf you ring that bell the right way, I shall be admit- 
It was eleven o’clock exactly when they met. They ted when I knack at Benton’s door. If you don’t, I shall 
had assumed the characters of well-known thieves. have to break it down. 


10 


NICK CARTE R LIBRARY. 


No. 120. 


sa area 


“T prefer to get in quietly. 
take you up to the head of the alley. 
I shall go in. 
head off.” 

‘**“Who are you?” gasped Pete, for Nick at the last had 
spoken in his usual voice. 

“Don’t bother about that. Ring the bell.” 

Nick brought Pete’s fingers in contact with the button, 
and the signal was made. 

Four times is all right. 
me. * 

Seizing the negro by the shoulder, he ran him out into 
‘the deserted street, and about a third of the way to 
Seventh avenue. 

Then he whistled ina peculiar manner. 
peared out of the darkness. 

“Patsy,” said Nick, ‘‘bring up the carriage.” 

It was brought. Pete, gagged as well as bound, was 
bundled into it. 

“Take him home,’ 
Patsy, follow me ” 

He darted off in the direction of the aJey. 

“Stand here, asif on guard,” he whispered to Patsy. 
“When anybody who may by any possibility be one of 
Helstone’s Gang comes along, press this bell four times. 
Don’t shut any body out unless you’re perfectly sure we 
don’t want him.’ 

Haviag spoken these words Nick ran up the alley. He 
feared that Benton, having heard the favorable signal, 
would be impatient for his customer. 

In the little yard behind the house in which was the 
“fence,” there was no light whatever. 

Nick found two or three steps' leading up to a door 
which, by daylight, seemed to be frail, but was in reality 
strenthened by iron bands. 

On this door he knocked cautiously four times. 
opened, disclosing a perfectly dark hall. 

Nick entered. He could not see the person who admit- 
ted him, but he supposed that it must be Benton. 

When the door had been closed, a light was’ suddenly 
flashed in his face. 

Then a voice said : 

“Al Hardy! When did they let you in?” 

“Never mind, old man Benton, I’m in the ranks now, 
said Nick. 

“Well, it’s none of my business. Come this way.” 

Nick might have seized the rascal there, and he medi- 
tated doing it. But he desired to see all the forinalities of 
the place. 

He wished to know how the thieves were received, 
because it would soon be his turn to receive them. 

Moreover, the hall wasso dark that he might easily 
make a mistake in his calculations. If he fell upon Ben- 
ton and failed to shut off his wind instantly, the outery 
would ruin his plans. 

Then, too, for all he knew there might be somebody 
else in the hall. He could see nothing. Half a dozen men 
might have been standing there without his knowing it. 

The flash of light had come so suddenly and been 80 
speedily withdrawn that it had dazzled him without dis- 
closing anything. 

Nick decided to bide his time. 

“Come this way,” said Benton, and he took Nick by 
the arm. 

A door opened. Nick knew this by the current of air, 
though he could not see the door, nor did he hear it move 
upon its hinges. 

The hand upon his arm gnided him into a perfectly 
dark room, where he was presently told to sit down. He 
found a bench behind him, and he sat upon it because 
there did not seem to be anything else to do. 

Ten minutes passed and absolutely nothing happened. 

Nick heard nothing of Benton. He could not be sure 
that the old.man was still in the room. 

By close listening, BOS Nick satisfied himself that 
he was not alone. 

There was a sound of dappresned breathing, the faint 
noise made by persons who are trying to keep still. 

Whether there were two ora dozen men inthe room, 
Nick could not say. 

Presently there was a ring at the bell. 


If the door is open, 
If it isn’t, I?ll come back and blow your 


Very well. Now come with 


A form ap- 


’ 


said Nick to the driver. “Now, 


It was 


bh 


The faint sound 


I’m going to gag you and|made itself audible, but it was impossible to say from 


what direction it came. 

Nick would have guessed that the bell was under the 
floor. 

It rang four times. 

Then vame a faint sound which Nick took to be the de- 
parture of Benton to let in his visitor. 

Presently there was another faint sound. The visitor 
had been admitted. 

How long was this thing going to last? 

Was Chick the last arrival? 

How could Benton be ead ie, secretly in this dense 
darkness? 

Would it be possible to tiple a light without stirring 
up such a tumult as would alarm the whole city ? 

These were the questions which ran through Nick’s 
mind. 

‘“‘Hlere is my mouse-trap,” said Nick to himself, ‘ but 
am I the man who set it or one of the mice?” 


CHAPTER VII. 
NICK STRIKES A LIGHT. 


All this darkness and mystery did not surprise Nick. 
He knew that Benton was a great man for hocus-pocus. 

He had signs and pass-words, and surrounded himself 
with precautions which looked ‘childish. 

There was a purpose in all this, however. By keeping 
a good many silly mysteries in motion he managed very 
often to cover up the real myste1y and direct attention 
elsewhere. 

Nick knew Benton for a desperate man at heart. Was 
he playing a deep game here? 

It was just like him to collect the whole Helstone Gang 
in the dark for no other purpose than to show them what 
a mysterious character he was. By and by he might bring 

ia lamp, and then the business would proceed in the most 
ordinary way in the world. 

But, on the other hand, he en have a deadly trap 


‘| concealed in this gloom, 


Nick wondered whether it was possible that he had 
been recognized. If so, he knew that Benton would never 
let him get out of that place alive, unless he couldn’t 
help it. 

Presently the bell rang again. This time, by listening 
with the deepest attention, Nick made sure that Benton 
went to the rear door—the one by which Nick himself had 
been admitted. 

Then Nick was sure that something out of the common 
course had happened. It would be hard to say just how 
he knew it. Only his great experience enabled him to in- 
terpret the faint sounds which he heard. 

The caller, whoever he was, was not ushered into the 
room in which Nick sat. Of that Nick felt certain. 

Benton, however, returned. By straining every nerve 
in the most rigid attention, Nick ascertained that. 

Afterward it seemed to him that, Benton had touched 
some other person in the room, and was leading him out. 

A second time this occurred, and then a third. 

Nick began to be ,anxious. He made a sign which 
should have elicited a response from Chick if he had been 
present, but only silence ensued. 

_ For the fourth time Benton entered the room. 

Nick could not see him, of course. The darkness was as 
profound as ever. But by this time he had learned to rec- 
ognize the old man’s stealthy tread. 

Then Gead silence ensued. 

Nick listened intently. He seemed to know by instinct 
that Benton was listening also. 

“Something has gone wrong, sure,” said Nick to him- 
self. “I must act quickly or all is lost.” 

He stirred his foot upon the floor so as to make a faint 
noise. 

Then for a second he listened again, 

Surely Benton was creeping up tuward him. 

And another sound now began to be audible. 
the faint noise of impeded breathing. 

Nick knew that sound. 


It was 


In the midst of that perfect — 
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darkness he recognized the person who was breathing as 


plainly as if he had seen the man by the light of day. 
It was Pete, the negro. 


Nick had known Pete forsome years. The negro had 


moved the pistol’s muzzle from a direct line with the 
other’s head. 

Benton’s eye was quick to see this. Instantly he leaped 
forward to seize Nick’s hand, at the same time calling 


a slight asthmatic affection, which made his hreathing | upon Pete to help him. 


just the least bit more difficult than a healthy man’s. 

He also had a peculiar habit of drawing in his 
breath with a faint rattling sound once in about two 
minutes. 


These noises Nick recognized, and he grasped the whole 
situation instantly. 
Pete had escaped. He had returned, and had probably 


disabled Patsy. 


Then he had informed Benton that Nick Carter had got 
inside the house disguised as Al Hardy. 

The wily old man, on receiving this information, had 
quietly removed the other persons from the room in 
which Nick was, and had then come in with the negro to 
take vengeance upon the detective. 

There was no time for delay. The two murderers were 
creeping down upon him. 

Again Nick made a slight movement to attract their at- 
tention. 

As he did so he set down his pocket-lamp on the bench 
beside him. 


This lamp was arranged to be used as a bulls-eye, or by 
removing the coverings from the sides it could be made 
to throw its light about as an ordinary lamp does. 

Nick removed the side coverings. At that moment he 
could hear the two assassins very close to him. 

Suddenly he pressed the spring of the lamp, and 
leaped to one side as agile as a cat. 

The flame flashed up in the faces of his assailants. 

It revealed the evil countenance of Benton, with his 
thin, cruel lips, and habitual sneer. It shone upon the 
brutal face of the negro. 

Hach of them held a knife in his hand. They were 
bending forward, and were just ready to strike. 

The bright flame dazzled and confused them for an in- 
stant. 


Then they turned toward the spot to which Nick had! 
/ sprung. 


The sight which met their gaze was not reassuring. 

In each hand Nick held a revolver. There was death in 
the glance of his eye. 

Neither Benton nor the negro could summon up the 
courage to stir. ; 

Every crook in New York—not to go further—knows 
‘Nick Carter's reputation as a pistol shot. 

Probably there is nota criminal in the whole city who 
would dream of making any resistance if he found him- 
self covered by a revolver in Nick’s hands. 

It would be suicide and nothing else. 

Ellis Benton ground his teeth, but he dared not move. 

“Lay those knives down on the fioor carefully,” said 
Nick. “Don’t make any noise or J’ll1 make a louder one.” 

The two villains obeyed, Benton with hatred and cha- 
grin visible in every movement, the negro with the alac- 
rity of perfect submission. 

Of Pete, at least, Nick felt sure. The man was an ar- 
rant coward, and Nick’s only wonder was that he had 
been induced to assist in murder. 

Doubtless he had intended to leave the real work to 
Benton. 

“Now hold up vour hands,” said Nick. 

These directions he gave in a low voice, which could 
not be heard beyond the limits of the apartments. 

“Pete,” he continued, “face round.” 

The negro obeyed, turning his back to Nick. 

“Now walk straight to the wall and put your face 
against it. If you look round, you’re a dead man.” 

“T?]] do it,” whined the negro, whose terror was 
doubled when his back was turned to the object of his 
alarm, ‘‘don’t you go for to shoot, an’ I won’t make no 
trouble.” 


“Benton, come here,” said Nick. 
The old man advanced, grinding his teeth. 


Meanwhile Nick put one of the revolvers into his pock- 


et, and drew out a pair of handcuffs. 
As Benton held out his hands, Nick, for an instance, re- 


But the first word barely escaped his lips. 

The hand in which Nick held the fetters leaped out and 
struck Benton on the point of his jaw, and he fell like a 
rag baby. 

Pete turned at the sound of his name, but his head 
spun round again without any delay. 

He saw Nick holding Benton’s unconscious form across 
is arm, as one might hold an old coat. 

And Nick’s free hand leveled the revolver straight at 
Pete’s head. . 

“I ain’t doin’ nothin’,” protested the negro. “Don’t 
trouble ’bout pointin’ that gun at me.” 

“You behave yourself and you’ll be all right,” said 
Nick. ‘‘Keep those hands up.” 

Assuring himself that Pete was throroughly intimi- 
dated, Nick bent over the form of the ‘‘receiver” and fet- 
tered him securely. He added a gag, which would keep 
him quiet in case he should regain consciousness before 
he could be put in a safe place. 

It was Pete’s turn next, and he was bound in a way 
which made a second escape impossible. He, too, was 
gagged. 

“I believe, Mr. Benton,” said Nick, addressing the 
“fence,” who, however, had not sufficiently recovered to 
hear him, “that there is a cellar under this apartment.” 

With little trouble Nick found a trap-door which could 
be raised. He lifted it and discovered a ladder leading 
down into the darkness. 

He lowered Benton down into this place with a piece of 
rope, and then steadied Pete so that the negro made the 
descent, although his hands were tied behind him. 

Nick followed with the light. 

The cellar was a damp and unwholesome dungeon, but 
it extended a long way in the direction of Sixth avenue. 

This was what Nick had hoped, for it gave him an op- 
portunity to dispose of his two captives at ‘such a dis- 
tance from. the roonis which Benton occupied that their 
cries, muffled by the gags, could not be heard. 

A partition divided the cellar, and there was a door in 
it. Nick made his prisoners secure on the other side of 
; this door, and then he returned to the room in which 
he had captured them. 

Here he speedily, but very carefully, disguised himself 
as Ellis Benton. 

Then, extinguishing his light, he put it into his pocket, 
and made his way along the hall toward the rear door. 

He passed out into the little yard, and thence to the 
alley where he had left Patsy. 

The fate of his young assistant was a black problem in 
Nick’s mind. He greatly feared that Patsy had been mur- 
dered. 

Therefore his satisfaction was great when, in the mouth 
of the alley, he found Patsy leaning against the wall. 

Nick disclosed himself. 

“They pretty nearly did me up, Nick,” said Patsy. “I 
guess they left me for dead. But I’m worth half a dozen 
dead men.” 

“How did it happen, my boy.” 

“T don’t exactly know. The negro must have crept up 
along the wall. The first thing I knew he was on top of 
me, and he got in a chance blow with a sand-bag. 

“Why it didn’t kill me, I can’t understand. It lit fair 
enough. Is the game up, Nick ?” 

“T don’t think so. How do you feel ?” 

“ Dizzy ; but it will pass away.” 

Nick examined Patsy carefully. 

“You've had a narrow escape. my boy,” he. said, “ but 
you don’t seem to be much hurt. Do you feel well enough 
to go on guard again.” 

eSure,” : 

“Well, I’ll let you do it, since the case is so desperate, 
but if your head troubles you too much, just punch the 
bell six times as a signal to me, and then drop into a car- 
|riage on the avenue and go to see Doctor Allen.” 

' “Don’t vow worry about me, Nick,” replied the boy. 
‘I’m only ashamed to have let him get the best of me.” 
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“That’s all right. I’ve got him aad Now for my 
mouse trap. I believe it’s in working order yet.” 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE TRAP IS SPRUNG. 


Nick returned to the house. In the dark hall. he 
paused. 

Voices could be heard. Men were talking in subdued 
tones, in a room on his left. 

The room where he had met with the adventures al- 
ready narrated was on his right. 

A moment’s thought convinced Nick that the voices! 
were those of the men ,who had been in the room with 
him, and had been led out by Benton. 

He resolved to join them. Therefore he threw open the 
door on his left and entered a room. 

It was not perfectly dark, asthe other had been. 
small bead of gas-flame struggled with the shadows. 

In its light Nick saw three men, whom he instantly 
knew to be crooks. One of them, Reddy Miller, had been 
suspected of belonging to Helstone’s Gang. 

Nick, it will be remembered, was disguised as Ellis 
Benton. 

Some, Ellis,” said Miller, the instant Nick appeared, 
“we've had enough fiddling round. Tell us what’s the 
object of all this mystery.’ 

These words delighted Nick’s heart. 


A 


He saw the lay of 


the land at once. 

Benton had evidently given noalarm to these fellows 
when Pete had brought the news of Nick’s presence. 

He had been confident that he could put the detective 
out of the way, and he had reasoned that if he did it 
without letting the thieves know, they would stay, and 
he could do a good stroke of business with them. On the | 
other hand, if ‘he let them know that a detective had got 
in, they would clear out at once. 

If Benton had seen any signs of a police trap, he would 
not have tried this game, but he was shrewd enough to 
infer from the circumstances that Nick was not the fore- 
runner of a squad of police. | 

All these thoughts passed through Nick’s brain in a 
flash as Reddy Miller spoke. 

Jounterfeiting Benton’s voice and manner 
Nick replied : 

‘““Mystery? Well, why not? This isn’t the sort of busi- 
ness to be pr oclaimed from the house- tops.” 

“Rats,” replied Miller, in a tone of disgust. “you go 
through all these monkey- tricks because you’re a cussed 
old crank. Now come down to business.” 

“But we can’t come down to business yet,” said Nick. 
‘‘Our friends are not all here.” 
“What I want to know,” 
you’re ready to make the big deal. 

the stuff off our hands?” 

“Don’t be so fast, Reddy,” said one of the other crooks. 
“Wait till the others get here. The Doc himself is eom- 
ing.” 

‘‘Don’t you believe it,” 
to lay mighty low for a while. 
for him.’ 

“Shut up, Reddy,” said the third crook, and they all 
relapsed into silence. 

The bell rang again. Nick had learned to distinguish 
the alley bell from the other. This time he was sum- 
moned to the front of the house. 

The person whom he ushered in was Chick. 

“I’ve had a fearful time. getting in,” said Chick. 
“ Sixth avenue seems to be plastered with Benton’s look- 
outs. 

“T tried to get by the sentry, but he wanted a pass- 
word. I said ‘Helstone,’ at a venture, and it didn’t go. 

‘““My game was to pretend that I was too drunk to re- 
member the pass-word. Finally I went around to the al- 
levy where | met Patsey, who had learned the pass-word 
from a crook whom he had let in. 

“Of course I might have gone in that wav, but I) 
thought it best to pass the other sentry, convince him 


exactly, 


said Miller, “is whether 


Can you take all of| 


said Miller. ‘The Doc is ‘going; 
Things are pretty warm} 


rehat I was all right, and thus quiet any suspicion 
which I might have aroused.” 

In reply Nick rapidly sketched his own adventures. 

“I?ve got three of them in the room at the rear. I think 
we'd better secure them now, and then take the others 
singly, as they drop in.” 

Chick signified his readiness. 

The two detectives went at once to the rear room, and 
before the three crooks had time to suspect any danger, 
they found themselves covered by revolvers in the hands: 
of Nick and Chick. 

They were secured without trouble. 

It was now a little after midnight. For half an hour 
the members of Doc Helstone’s Gang arrived rapidly. 

Hach man was secured as he came in. 

While Nick answered the bell, Chick stood guard over 
the captives, revolver in hand. 

A strange spectacle was presented in that room. 

Eleven criminals, every one a specialist in some line of 
theft, sat in a semicircle, facing a sort of desk which 
Benton ordinarily used when he had business on hand. 

Nick had found a lot of heavy wooden chairs in one of 
the rooms, and in these the crooks sat, every one hand- 
cuffed, and fastened to his chair. 

The infernal regions could hardly furnish such a row of 
scowling faces. The crooks saw themselves trapped, and 
their rage was boundless. 

On the desk and around it was spread out the plunder 
which they had brought. It’s value went up well into 
the tens of thousands. 

A richer haul had not been made in New York in many 
a day. 

It had been arranged that Inspector McLaughlin should 
come at three o’clock. He wished to see the mice in the 
trap. 

Exactly at that, hour he arrived. Chick met him on the 
outside. 

The crooks had stopped coming by that time, and so 
Benton's sentries were gathered in, and sent to the sta- 
tion. 

Inspector McLaughlin smiled when he viewed the semi- 
circle of fettered crooks. 

Several of them were men whom he had long desired to 
have in exactly this position. 

“Your mouse-trap was a great success, Nick,” said he. 

“Tt has caught a fair lot of vermin.” 

“Shall we taka them to headquarters?” 

“Not yet, inspector. I wish them to remain here.” 

The inspector drew Nick into a corner. 

“Ts Doe Helstone among them?” he asked. 
two or three of these fellows whom I don’t know. 
one of them ?” 

“No: Helstone is not here, but he is coming.” 

“Coming?” 

“Yes; but before that, I have something to do.” 

“What?” 

“T am going to call cn Morton Parks.” 

“Right; he should be here to look over this plunder. 


““There are 
Is he 


| and more than that, he has aright to see the capture of 


his wife’s murderer.’ 

“JT am going to him,” said Nick. 

A light was burning in the library of the residence on 
Madison avenue when Nick rang the door-bell. 

Parks himself came to the door. He had sent his serv- 
ants to bed. 

“Mr. Parks,” said Nick, “I have something of great 
importance to say to you—so great that I would have 
roused you at this hour, but I see that you have not re- 
tired.” 

‘‘No:; Iam in no mood to sleep.” 

These words were spoken while Parks led the way to 
the library. 

“Tn the first place,” Nick said, when they were seated 
in that apartment, “let me ask what you have heard re- 
garding your wife’s condition 2?” 

“T have secured hourly reports,” Parks replied. “There 
has been no change.” 

“Vou can hardly wish, believing what you do of her, 
that she should recover. Her fate might be worse than 
death.” 

Parks pressed his hands to his forehead. 
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* Nevertheless,” Nick continued, “you cannot be in- 


different to the arrest of the assassin.” 

Parks sprang to his feet. 

**Has he been taken?” he cried. 

“Not yet; but he will be in custody to-night.” 

“Who is he?” 

The question was asked in a voice that was like a groan. 
The man’s eyes blazed. 

“TI will not answer that question now,” said Nick, “but 
come with me and inan hour at the furthest I will set 
you face to face with the cowardly villain who struck 
that blow.” 


CHAPTER IX. 
NICK KEEPS HIS PROMISES. 


The two men left the house immediately. 

A carriage was in waiting, and it conveyed them rap- 
idly to the ‘‘fence” on Sixth avenue, 

Nick guided Parks through the dark halls, but he did 
not take him to the room where the crooks sat chafing 
in their fetters. 

Instead, the two went into the room on the other side 
of the hall. Nick struck a light, and they took chairs. 

‘Tam simply following you,” said Parks. ‘I do not 
understand what we have come here for.” 

“To meet the assassin,” said Nick; “but before we do 
that I wish to impose one condition upon you.” 

“Name it.” 

‘“‘T wish you to be disguised.” 

‘For what reason ?” 

“T do not wish you to appear as Morton Parks.” 

“That is only saying the same thing in other words.” 

“True; I had not finished. It is important that when 
you face the assassin you should not doit in your own 
character.” 

‘That is hardly more definite... But why should I argue 
the point. Itis immaterial. Iam willing to assume a 
disguise.” 

“T will disguise you now. You have heard, perhaps, 
that I have skill in such matters.” 

**Do as you wish.” 

- It was wonderful to see the change which Nick produced 
in Parks’ appearance. It was not doné so quickly as 
would have been the case with the detective’s own face, 
but it was done with amazing care and skill. 

At last Nick held up a looking-glass before the other’s 

aze. 
2 Looking into it Parks beheld a dark, bearded counten- 
ance. Paints, cleverly applied, threw such shadows upon 
the eyes that though they were really gray, they looked 
black, 

The hair was black; the beard was black; it was in- 
deed a swarthy face. 

“Do you think that anybody could recognize you?” 
asked Nick. 

‘“‘Never,” said Parks, and there was something of relief 
in his tone. 

Nick replaced the mirror and resumed his seas. 

“‘Wewere speaknig, some minutes ago,” he said, ‘‘of 
the character of your wife as these tragic events have 
disclosed it.” 

“Ts it necessary to speak further on that subject ?” 

“Tt is, as I believe.” 

‘“You must be aware that it is very painful to me.” 

“Tt should not be.” 
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**T cannot tell.” 

“How do you know that she gambled in stocks?” 

“She confessed to me when she had wasted her own 
fortune. She promised to reforin.” 

“How long ago was this?” 

“Over a year.” 

“And she did not reform ?” 

“No; she continued to speculate.” 

“‘How do you know ?” 

“The theft of the jewels proves it.” 

“That was on August 3?” 

6c Yes. ” 

‘She obtained money as well as jewels?” 

arin =t= Ba 

‘A considerable sum ?” 

“Twenty-four hundred dollars. I happened to have an 
unusual amount of money in the house that night.” 

“If she stole that money for speculation, it is reasona- 
ble to suppose that she used it immediately for that pur- 
pose, is it not?” 

‘‘T suppose so.” 

“Well, Mr. Parks, I have traced your wife’s move 
ments for almost every day of last August.” 

“You have?” 

““Yes; by means of one of my assistants, a very clever 
and well-taught young lady.” 

“What have you learned?”.. 

‘“‘That she did not speculate.” 

“How can you be sure of that? A person does not have 
to zo to Wall street in order to dabble in stocks.” 

‘‘T know it; but a person whose fate is on the turn of 
that dreadful game does not spend her time as your wife 
did.” ; 

‘* How ?” 

‘*In the noblest works of charity; in the homes of the 
poor onthe East Side. It was there that she spent her 
days, not hanging over a slock-ticker in some resort of 
fashionable women gamblers.” 

“his seems incredible.” 

“It is true. I know of one family which she visited 
every week day between August 3 and August 21. I 
' know several others where she was a regular visitor.” 

“You amaze me.” 

“She spent a great deal of money in these charities, too. 
That does not look like the work of a ruined gambler.” 

“But how do,you account for her association with 
i thieves ?” 
tee Wi: SEIT Vous 


Let us suppose a case. You men- 


‘tioned your nephew. 


‘Let us suppose that your wife was deeply attached to 
him. Let us say that after long watching, and years, 
perhaps, of dark suspicion, she discovered that he wasa 
thief. 

“Unwilling to believe any other evidence than that of 
her own eyes, she follows him. She sees him enter a den 
of thieves. She learns that he is their leader.” 

‘*Is my nephew, then, the thief?” cried Parks. 

“Wait. This is all supposition, 

“Let us say that she enters this den of thieves. She 
has found their private way. : 

“They are thunderstruck when she appears, though 
only the leader knows her. She walks up toa table on 
which lies the plunder which they are dividing. 

“She seizes some of itin her hands. Sheis mad with 
the horror of the scene, perceiving one she loves in such 
a place. ; 

“They do not dare to kill her, for they have no means 
of disposing of the body. She does not see that she is in 
great danger. 

‘She threatens them. She urges upon this man—your 


“What do you mean?” 

“Mr. Parks, your wife isa pure and innocent woman, 
the victim of brutal wretches.” 

Parks sprang to his feet. 

“Mr. Carter,” he cried, “in Heaven’s name, present the 
proof quickly, if you have any.” 

“Vou believe. that your wife stole her own jewels in 
order to pawn or sell them.” saa pe 

Parks bovved an assent. 

“She must have had a motive,” said Nick. 


{ 


“T have already told vou that she gambled in stocks.” : 


“With what brokers did she deal ?” 


~~ 


nephew let us say—to make restitution, and reform. 

“It is what a woman might do though a man would 
smile abit. Hecurses her. She seizes some of the jew- 
els, and rushes out saying that she will expose every- 
thing. 

“The rank and file of the thieves’ gang would murder 
her rather than permit her to leave the room. 

‘But the leader is more wily. He knows that she must 
die, hut not there. ‘ 

“He follows her; stabs her in the street, and escapes.” 

“In the name of God, did my nepbew do this?” 
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“The een who did this is called Helstone. 
leader of a gang of thieves. 
known to the police.” 

“And my nephew——” 

“Wait. That was only a supposition. Let us see if 
there is not somebody who was bound to her by a closer 
tie.” 

“What!” 

‘‘Had she no near relatives ?” 

» ‘‘ Notte.” 

“She had a husband.” 

“Liar! Do vou dare to say —— 

“Phat you, Morton Parks, are Helstone. It was not 
your nephew, it was you she followed. Yes; I say it, 
and I shall ask you to test the truth of it.” 

“How? Iam ready; and I think I know the test.” 

‘*In this house; at this moment, I hold the most of Hel- 
stone’s Gang of thieves. Dare you face them ?” 

“Certainly.” 

“You are disguised, is true. I have purposely 
changed your appearance as muchas possible. But it 
will not serve.” 

“IT will face them instantly.” 

“Then come.’ 

Nick walked to the door, and Parks was at his side. 

They passed into a room which opened into that in 
which sat the fettered thieves. 

There they found Chick. 

“Keep your eye on this man,” said Nick, but in a tone 
so low that it.could not be heard in the other room. 

“You need not be afraid that I shall run away,’ 
tered Parks, in reply. 

Nick entered the large room where Inspector McLaugh- 
lin sat with a revolver, in each hand, facing the semi- 
circle of crooks. 

‘‘Now, gentlemen,” said Nick, briskly, “you probably 
give mea great deal of credit for having trapped you so 
neatly.” 

A volley of oaths was the reply. 

*“T am too modest, however,’ he continued, 
glory which is not my due.” 

Again he paused, and this time the crooks appeared to 
take more serious interest in what he was saying. 

* Another man has really done the work,” Nick went 
on. ‘“ Without him you would never be in the predica- 
ment in which you now find yourselves, with Sing . Sing 
prison open before you. 

“We've been suld out,” growled Miller, 
do it?” 

“Tam happy to clear Mr. Benton of that imputation,” 
said Nick. ‘‘He did not do it.” 

“Somebody did,” yelled Miller, and again the oaths 
broke forth. 

Evidently the 
its betrayer. 

‘Bring in Mr. Jones,” called Nick to Chick. 

Parks and Chick entered on the instant. 
not help admiring the man’s nerve. 

His one chance in the world was that the gang would 
not recognize him. 

And he had seen his disguise—the most utterly impen- 
etrable which ever shrouded the face of any human 
being. 

Fle remembered the sw arthy skin, the flashing black 
eyes, the beard of the color of a raven’s wing. 

Yet when he appeared acry broke from every crook’s 
throat in that criminal assembly. 

*Helstone! Helstone!” they shouted. 

Miller and one other actually burst their bonds in the 
frenzy of their wrath against the man whom they be- 
lieved had betrayed them. 

And Morton Parks stood there utterly at a loss for a 
defense. The recognition was too sudden and wunani- 
mous. f 

How had it happened? How could they have seen 
through that wonderful mask ? 

“Mr. Parks,” said Nick, stepping forward, “I prom- 
ised that within the hour, I would bring you face to face 
swith the coward and villain who stabbed your wife. 

“T will keep my word. Behold Doe Helstone !” 


He is he 
His real name has been un- 


bbs 


> mut- 


“to take 


“ Did Benton 


gang had no very cordial feeling toward 


Nick could 


he had held concealed behind him, and thrust it before 


Parks’ face. 

Parks leaped back as if a thunderbolt had struck him. 

In that mirror he saw his face wearing the exact dis- 
guise which he had led his gang of thieves to believe was 
the real countenance of Doc Helstone. 

There was the light-brown beard parted in the middle, 
there were the gray.eyes and light eyebrows, and rather 
pale skin. 

‘‘Surprised, are you?” said Nick. 
simplest thing in the world.” 

“ When I made up your face half an hour ago, I used a 
false beard colored with u substance which is black when 
it is moist, but light-brown when it is dry. 

“Your eyebrows were colored with the same substance. 
It dries very quickly. Five minutes after I showed you 
the dark face in the glass you had begun to look like Doe 
Helstone. Every black line was fading into brown. 

“The tint which I used on your skin acts the same 
way. It turnsfrom a tancolor toa pale flesh tint by 
simply being exposed to the air. 

“Tt was very interesting to watch your face change 
into the character you so much wished to avoid. Of 
course you couldn’t see it yourself. It was changing 
almost all the time that we were ‘talking. 

“When you entered this room you fancied that you 
were disguised. In reality your face was exactly as you 
now see it—the face of the man whom I saw walking 
away from the woman who had been stabbed.” 


“Why, it was the 


CHAPTER X. 
THE END OF DOC HELSTONE. 


‘‘You have taken him on all sides at once,” exclaimed 
the inspector. ‘“ You have kept your promise to me. 

“The trap has been sprung and Helstone is in if. 
Come, my man, what have you to say?” 

These last words were addressed to Parks. 
+ “T have this to say,” said he, boldly, “that this identifi- 
cation is meaningless. ‘he detective has painted my face 
to represent a well-known criminal, and] am mistaken 
for him, that’s all.” 

“Don’t be foolish, Doc.” said Miller. 
you. Now tell us why you sold us.” 

‘‘He didn’t sell you,” said the inspector. ‘‘This gentle- 
man sold you”—pointing to Nick—‘“ but it was a different 
kind of sell. 

‘“And, speaking of sells. I have cells for every one of 
you. Shall we march them away, Nick ?” 

‘As you please. Ah, Chick, what is that?” 

* A message from the hospital.” 

“Tet me see it.” 

Nick tore the envelope, glanced at the contents, and 
then said : 

“She is fully conscious. She: knows everything.” 

Morton Parks’ face became ashen. Then for an instant 
it cleared. If his wife was conscious he was not yeta 
murderer, at least he could save his life out of the ruin 
of his fortunes. 

“Do you still deny your guilt?” Nick said, addressing 
Parks. 

‘Tt is fate,” the man muttered. 


“We all know 


“T have never for an 


‘instant expected to escape it.’ 


Low as the words were spoken Nick and Chick heard 
them. 


With a sudden movement Nick raised a mirror.which tion; then he became master of himself. 


Nick handed the dispatch from the hospital to the 
inspector, who said, after reading it: 

‘““You have interpreted this truly as a Christian man, 
Nick. She is ‘fully conscious,’ she does ‘know every- 
thing,’ as you and I hope to be, and to know, at last. 
She is dead.” 

Parks recoiled as if a blow had fallen upon his face. 

He could not fail toseé that he was a convicted mur- 
derer, as surely asif the jury and the judge had already 
| pronounced the solemn words. 

For a few seconds he struggled with his violent emo- 


on him.” 
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His voice did not tremble as he said, to the inspector : 
“‘This, I suppose, you regard as a remarkable crime.” 


“Well, I should say so!” exclaimed the inspector, sur- 


i “But why did Parks tell that false desig Sosat a rob- 
bery at his house?” 
“In order to get hold of the gems, before the rightful 


prised beyond measure to hear the criminal state the fact owner could identify them, and in order to make the 


so coolly. 

“You would: like afull statement of it,” Parks con- 
tinued. ‘‘ Well, it is here.” 

He took some sheets of paper from his pocket. 

“I knew that all was lost. I wrote my confession. 
Allow me only to correct a single sentence and I will give 
if to you.” 


He moved toward Benton’s desk, and the officer who 


was standing beside him did not interpose. 

Parks sat down in a chair and took a fountain pen 
from his pocket. 

“These few words need correction,’ 
to the paper, and putting the end of his pen in his mouth, 
as a man does when he is thinking deeply. 

Nick Carter saw the movment, and sprang forward. 
He understood what the trick was the instant that Parks 


_ produced the pen. 


But Nick was at the other side of the room, and, before. 
he could reach Parks’ side, the end had come. 

Parks fell forward upon the desk, stone dead. 

The pen was poisoned. 

“He has cheated the executioner,” said the inspector, 
He picked up Parks’ ‘‘confession” from the table. 
consisted of blank paper. It was only a clever trick. 

The body of Parks was removed to an undertaker’s 


I 


cr 


shop. Then the captured thieves, with Benton and _ his. 


man, Pete, were taken to Police Headquarters. 
Reeves, the witness, was released. 
““How did you get your clew to this riddle?” asked the 


_ inspector of ‘Nick, when all these things had been at-. 


tended to. : 
“T found it in the character of Mrs. Parks,” said Nick | 


“She could not be a thief or willingly the associate of | 
She was not the sort of woman who leads a) 


thieves. 
double life. 


“Yet she was proved to have been in a resort of thieves. | 


What motive could have carried her there ? 


T answer, only love, or what was left of it after re-. 


spect had been destr oyed—the love of some man. 

“What man? To know her character was to answer 
that question. It must be her husband.” 

“But, how did you learn her character so quickly ?” 

‘‘Hor that I must thank my assistant, Ida Jones. I sent 
her on that part of the case as soon as the identity of the 
woman was known. 

‘“‘She reported to me from time to time during the day. 
It was easy enough to trace her, she had so many friends 
among the poor. Ida had only to get a tip from Parks’ 
coachman, and the thing was done.” 

‘‘And now tell me how you persuaded him to walk 


‘straight to his detection?” 


“T went to himand said: ‘I will show you the mur- 
derer of your wife.’ 

“Could he refuse to come? To have done so would 
have been ruin. He simply had to come with me. 

“Once here, I said to him: ‘Dare you meet the Hel- 
stone Gang?’ 

“Could he say that he did not dare? 
been confession. 

“The disguise was merely a trick to make the recogni- 
tion more sure. It was worth nothing | as evidence unless 
the demeanor of Parks convicted him.’ 

“But how about the diamonds, Nick 2?” 

“This is my understanding of the matter: 
Parks tracked her husband to the resort of his gang, and 
entered it after him, there was wild confusion. 

“Very little was said that anybody understood or re- 
membered. There was a heap of plunder on the table for 
the gang was ready to move. 

“Mrs. Parks snatched these diamonds as a corrobora- 
tion of the story she intended to tell to the police. So 
tremendous.waa the excitement that nobody noticed’her 
action. 

“When Parks followed her out and murdered her, he 
dared not remove the diamonds for fear somebody would 
see him. The horror that comes on all murderers came 


That would have 


"he began, pointing 


| No. 
When Mrs. 


police believe that Mrs. Parks was a thief and the com- 
panion of thieves. It gave him a chance to tell this lie 
about stock gambling.” 
‘‘T see, it was a deep and desperate game.” 
“Well, we caught him.” 
| Yes, Nick,” said the inspector ; 
what it was—a mouse-trap.” 


“it was a trap, that’s 


[THE END. ] 
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